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Next morning, the Sultan dismissed Ferid Pasha, and
put Said Pasha in his place, thinking that by appointing a
Minister who was friendly to the British he might stave
off the reforms. But the bleak wind of facts, from every
corner of the Empire, chilled his hopes of compromise or
procrastination. Telegrams poured into the Palace an-
nouncing brigandage, murder, conspiracy, refusal of re-
cruits, refusal of taxes. It was hard for him to understand
how a handful of idealists could accomplish in a few weeks
what the Great Powers, severally and collectively, had
failed to achieve in thirty-two years. Yet so it was. The
idealists had won. He must be an idealist too.

" Neyapmalin ? What shall we do ? " asked the Sultan
at the last Council under the old regime.

He seemed at his wits' end.

" You know my opinion, Your Majesty," said the new
Grand Vizier.

" So you are all of you in favour of granting the
Reforms ? " said the Sultan.

No reply was forthcoming, but Said Pasha quoted a
Turkish proverb that silence gives consent.

The smoke from the cigarette in Abdul Hamid's thin
hand curled steadily upward.

" You are agreed ? " he said at last.

Then, since no one replied, he added in the deep, slow
voice that had so often impressed its hearers : " I am my-
self heartily in favour of a Constitution. Let it be granted

immediately!"

*      *       *       *

Before dawn on that momentous 24th of July, while
the telegraph office in the Palace was disseminating the